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Summary: *Sigh* I remember nothing about my past. Who am I? Why was I 
alone? What gave me this scar? Just some of the questions I have. Now 
I'm on Berk. Which is hiding something, I'm sure of it. Who is this 
Hiccup? Why is he so important? What did he do? So many questions 
unanswered. I plan on finding out what the Isle of Berk is keeping 
secret. Maybe I'll uncover more of my past as well. 


1 . Berk 

**AN: I hope you enjoy 
it. Please let me know 
I'm guaranteed to miss 
you . ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Chapter 1 : Berk<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


my first story as much 
of any errors, I can't 
a few or so. Advice is 


as I do when I write 
stand them myself but 
also appreciated. Thank 


><p>Waves . . . <p> 

Nothing else to be heard but waves. Nothing to be felt but the cot 
under me, and the gentle rocking of the ship. 

I am always disappointed when I awake, I futilely keep a sliver of 
hope that when I wake. I'll be on land. Not on a Gods-f orsaken boat. 
I've been aboard this ship for at least a full moon cycle, give or 
take a few nights. The sickness I endure whenever I'm upright is 
something akin to torture. The crew called it 'Sea Sickness' I 
believe. I rather don't care what it's called, but I do know I hate 
the feeling. 

Noticing there are only a few faint footsteps above, I decide I'll 
head up on deck. As I get up, I notice almost every other cot is 



full. 'Maybe Thug is awake.' I thought not seeing the man. With that 
in mind, I head up, preparing for the sickness to hit at anytime. 
There are only around twenty people on the ship so it shouldn't be to 
hard a task to find him. The sun blinds me for a while, but I ignore 
it. After I regain my eyesight, I scan the deck, hoping to catch a 
glimpse of my friend. 

I see him at the... bow of the ship? I never was good at naming the 
parts of ships, he was standing at the front, and I make my way 
towards him. I stay completely silent the whole way, until I was 
almost right behind him. 

"Nice day." I stated. Making Thuggery jolt in the process. 

"Wound, I really wish you wouldn't do that." he says after regaining 
himself . 

"Sorry." I say with faux innocence. 

"Right" he said drawing out the I. I can't help but chuckle. 

"How long until we arrive?" 

"We should be there by this afternoon." 

"Thank the Gods." 

He chuckles, "I know you hate being here, but hang in there." after a 
short pause, he continues. "You want to put your mind to work?" 

I nod, seeing where this was going. I head to the middle of the ship, 
turn to face Thug, and draw my blade. He has his axe ready, taking a 
battle stance. I notice we already drew in a crowd, much to my 
disapproval. I sigh, 'best keep the moral up somehow I guess'. I let 
him strike first, side stepping a downward arc, and he backs off. I 
start circling him, and he responds in turn. I analyze his stance, 
looking for weaknesses to exploit, and I see one! He never leaves an 
opening when he's not attacking. 'It's a trap, it has to be', so I 
pretend to thrust at said exploit, but change mid-thrust into a 
diagonal slice, which he barely dodged. 

"I thought you would fall for that!" he said loudly. 

"I know you did!" I semi-yelled back, not really feeling any 
sickness. He knows if I'm focused on something, I resist the 
sick . 

It went on for about an hour, both of us sweating, and tired. 'Time 
to end this', I sprint forward, and tackle Thuggery. During the fall, 
I drew my dagger, and pressed it to his throat. 

"I yield." he says smirking, and I get off of him to help him up. The 
crowd dispersed groaning and dissapointed . 

"Seems like they're upset about having to go back to work." Thuggery 
said. The sound of clashing steel woke the entire ship, and most if 
not all, watched the spar. 


"Mm..." I replied, knowing full well that wasn't the reason. The crew 
was part of the Meathead Tribe, and the Meathead Tribe did not like 



me at all. Not since Thug found me a year ago, and definitely not 
now . 

"Hey, I know what you're thinking." a pause. "I've told you that you 
needn't stay with the Meatheads . You're unhappy there." he said in a 
whisper . 

I looked at him. He speaks truth, every word was true. I hate the 
tribe, they hate me, a mutual relationship between us, I never left 
for one reason. Thuggory. My best friend, a man I'm in debt to. He 
found me, a man in the middle of an island, naked, unconscious, and 
decided to take me in. He could've left me for dead, Gods knows his 
Tribe wanted to. He fought for me, and I intend to repay the debt, 
before I leave. We both know I'm not staying with the Meathead 
Tribe . 

"No, I'm not. But you're my best friend Thuggory. I owe you too 
much." I whisper back. 

Thuggory stayed silent, knowing his friend would not be persuaded. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The sun was past its mid-point when we reached the docks, which 
was on the side of a cliff. People could be seen all around, on the 
docks themselves, and on the top of the cliff, but there was a man 
much more noticeable than the rest. The man stood at just under seven 
foot, and was wider than three of me put together. His red beard 
being the most prominent feature besides his sheer size.<p> 

"Welcome Meatheads!" The giant shouted. I couldn't help but inwardly 
cringe at being called a Meathead. We tied the ship and stepped onto 
the docks. Thug in front of us, and I directly behind and beside him. 
I got a better look at this red haired giant, I noticed a dull look 
in his eyes. This man did something he regretted, something that 
changed his life for the worst. 'I'll ask Thug about it later.' 

The most interesting thing I've seen so far though, was the man's 
companion off to the side. Another very large man, but shorter, under 
six foot. He had dirty blonde hair, but that wasn't what made him 
interesting. The lack of an arm and leg both were what caught my 
attention. Where his right leg should be, was a prosthetic. Same for 
the left hand, but it looked as if he could take off the hammer 
prosthesis and replace it with other tools. This man also had a look 
of regret. 'Yup, definitely asking Thuggory about this 
later . ' 

"Hail, Stoick!" Thuggory said with heart, as they clamped hands into 
each others. "Gobber!" he nodded to the half-limbed man. 

"Thuggory," Stoick greeted personally, "I trust your voyage was 
smooth? " 

Thuggory chuckled his reply "As smooth as these waters 
allow . " 

"Shall we head up to the Hall? The peace treaty won't sign itself." 
Stoick said with a small smile. 


"Too right you are, Stoick." 



'This is going to be interesting.' I think to myself. 


On our way to the hall, we kept drawing in looks of interest, which 
was a little uncomfortable, but better than the hate glares I receive 
back 'home'. When we entered the hall, I took in every detail of the 
magnificent structure, from the carved supports, to the towering 
roof. It was a brilliantly built structure, so I admired for a bit. I 
noticed some shields on the wall, with what I assume were past chiefs 
and their sons. On the very right shield was Stoick, with a black 
haired boy standing proudly in front of him. I couldn't help but 
notice, Stoick looked upset in the painting as well. 'How curious.' I 
thought . 

There was a large table at the back of the hall. 'I assume that's 
where the important people sit?' I mused inwardly, and many other 
less grand tables scattered around the hall. 

"Lunch first? I would guess you all are hungry yes?" Stoick 
asked . 

"Well, if you insist Stoick." Gobber said hobbling at a faster pace 
to help himself to food. 

"That's fine by us Stoick." Thuggery said with a laugh. 

Thuggery turned to address us, "I have to sit up at the main table, 
but you guys can find your own seats, correct?" he says focusing on 
myself a little more than others. The crew all mumbled their replies 
of 'Yeses' and 'Okay's'. Thug nods at me, and I nod back, choosing 
not to say anything. 

"You are free to wander, but cause any trouble. You will be punished 
accordingly . " Stoick stated, 'fair enough' I thought. 

I decide to help myself to some yak meat, and mead, still feeling a 
little parched from the sparring earlier. 'I'm not sitting with those 
bastards.' so I sit at a table free of all people, and start enjoying 
my meal. Not even thirty seconds after I sit, the locals start coming 
in for lunch as well. I enjoy just a minute more of peace, before 
others join the table I'm at. 

First person I notice is an extremely large man even though he sat 
down last, giving Stoick a run for it in thickness, but unlike the 
chief, this man was both fat and muscle, not just muscle, he had 
blonde hair, and a noticeable stubble. He seemed shy, for he would 
look at everyone then me then quickly look away. Second and third 
were simply because they yelled and kept hitting each other for no 
apparent reason. Not to mention they looked like the same person but 
different genders. Forth was the same proud boy I saw in the shield 
painting almost no difference from this man and that boy. The last 
person I took to noticing because she carried herself like she could 
beat anyone in a fight, but chose to not boast. She was an extremely 
beautiful woman no doubt, but she seemed a little arrogant, just like 
proud boy but without a shit eating grin and ego. She knew her 
skills, and used them well. 

"Hello." I say, earning a stare from each person at the same time. 
Saying I was uncomfortable was an understatement. They were judging 
me, they're stares all but silent, reading me the best their eyes 



would allow. Finally, the male clone chose to speak 


"Where did you get the scar on your face?" The large man and and 
woman clone looked at the man as if to say 'Why would you ask that?' 
while the beautiful woman and proud man didn't break the gaze they 
held on me. They obviously wanted to know as well. 

The scar I have is a long single slice, starting from the top right 
of my forehead diagonally towards the bottom left of my cheek. ' ' I 
guess truth wouldn't hurt', I thought. 

"I don't honestly know." I stated. This response was not what they 
expected, the proud one put a disbelieving face on, the two similar 
ones seemed to believe me, the fat one raised an eyebrow, and the 
pretty one just squinted a little. 'I don't care whether they believe 
me or not.' I said inwardly. 

"W-Well, " the largest one started, "My name is Fishlegs, These are 
the twins, Tuffnut, " pointing to the male clone "and Ruffnut." 
pointing to the female, "that's Snotlout" he said towards the proud 
ugly one. "and-" 

"I'm Astrid." she said confidently. Apparently not needing nor 
wanting an introduction. 'Hmm... A little rude isn't she.' I said to 
myself . 

"I'm called Wound." I said. Inheriting a laugh from 
Snotlout . 

"Wound? What kind of stupid name is that." he said between chuckles. 
"It's almost as bad as Hiccup!" 

Astrid and Fishlegs both shot him a glance. Astrid' s was a hateful 
glance, 'She seems to dislike that name.' Fishlegs' was more 
regretful, similar to Stoick and Gobber's. 'Very curious.' 

"Who is Hiccup?" I say ignoring the fact he was making fun of 
me . 

The table fell deathly silent, like I said the worst thing you could 
possibly say. I noticed quite a mixture of emotions at the mention of 
' Hiccup ' . 

"He's a traitor." Astrid spat. 

"What did he do?" 

"None of your concern. Wound." Snotlout said stringing out my name as 
an insult . 

"Hmph, big words don't suit you." I retort, earning a giggle from 
Ruffnut, a laugh from Tuffnut, A smile from Fishlegs, a slight smirk 
from Astrid, and a red face of rage from Snotlout. I can't help but 
smile a little. 

"You've got a big mouth for a little man." Snotlout spat quite 
literally. Grabbing at his waist and slamming his fist on the table 
loud enough for the entire hall to quiet down. Everyone knew what he 
just did, myself included. He removed his hand and a dagger stood at 
attention. The people at my table stared in shock at what Snotlout 



wanted, Astrid included. I just sighed, stood and removed his dagger 
a sign of acceptance. 


"When and Where?" I said anger slipping in. 

"The Kill Ring, and now." He said. 

"Fine. Lead the way." I said. 'Interesting, indeed.' 


2 . The Kill Ring 

**AN: Once again I thank you for your patience, I really enjoy 
writing this. So with that said, I enjoy your feedback just as much, 
if not more. I hope that if you want to say something, anything 
really, that you do so. If you have questions, even if it's something 
small, like I put two ' you ' s ' in a sentence, or I phrased something 
wrong, even if you want to say it's fine how it is, please tell me. 
Criticism is appreciated, and I will not be offended. It is what this 
website's about, no? Anyway, thank you to those that have and do 
review. Oh, I'll also take suggestions on what could happen in the 
story . 

><strong> 

**Ehh... I didn't do this last chapter, so: Disclaimer: I do not own 
anything 'How to Train Your Dragon' related. As if it wasn't 
obvious . * * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXspan>Chapter 2: The Kill Ring<span> 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>The walk to the kill ring was nerve-wracking, not because I might 
lose, but because of what will happen if I win. This is the chief's 
son, and heir, and most duels are to the death. With very few 
exceptions. I can't help but feel for this village. Their heir is a 
hot head, not the type to be a leader, at least, not a good one. I've 
no fear of losing, none at all, but I will refuse to kill him. Though 
I doubt he'd share such sympathies with me. He'll kill me if given 
the chance . <p> 

I could feel Thuggery's eyes on me, as well as the rest of the 
Meatheads . Not to mention every one on Berk. I still stood tall, 
knowing all I did was say a sarcastic comment. 'How ridiculous.' I 
thought. Snotlout was still steaming, stomping the entire way towards 
the ring. I hear him mumble "He's gonna regret this." 

We make it to the kill ring, it's a simple structure, mostly stone, 
it looks like it was dug out. I notice quite a bit of blood, I can 
see gates in the far corner, and the roof is made of metal and 
chains. I hear among the chatter a couple of roars and whimpers. 
'Sounds like dragons.' I noted. I immediately lost some respect for 
Berk and there was hardly any to begin with. I've seen personally 
what dragons can do, both good and bad, and most dragons do not 
attack, unless provoked. I try to control my sudden urge to free 
them, and have them fly away from this place. Me being a dragon 
sympathizer is one of many reasons the Meathead Tribe hates me, and 
seeing blood stained on the walls irks me to no end. 



Thuggery pulls me to the side, and asks in a hushed whisper "Why does 
he want to kill you?!" I look at him, and tell him the truth. 

"I made a comment about his intelligence." 

Thug just sighed, "Well, I can't help you with this one, bud, that is 
the heir of this tribe." then shook his head and said with a smile 
"You just can't stay out of trouble, can you?" 

I give a mumbled laugh. "Apparently not." I paused, "Thug? Why is he 
the heir? He's not a good choice." 

"... I'll tell you later, as you can tell, now isn't a good time." he 
promised. I give him a nod, and step into the ring. 

Everyone was around the top of the ring, and Snotlout was waiting 
impatiently in the center. I harden my gaze at him. He stared at me 
with pure hate and loathing, it is impressive to be at a new place 
surrounded by people you don't know for no more than twenty minutes 
and have someone hate your guts to the point of them wanting your 
death, and challenging you to get said result. 

I look up, and see the current chief about to address his tribe. 
"Silence!" he commanded, which everyone obeyed without 
question . 

"Snotlout, on what grounds have you challenged this visitor?" 

"He insulted my honor!" Snotlout basically yelled back, 
seething . 

"What say you. Visitor? Do you deny it?" Stoick asked me. 

I think for a moment, I can't deny the accusation, there were four 
others that heard what I said. So I have no choice. "No, I do not 
deny his accusation. Though my actions weren't unprovoked." 

That made the chief raise an eyebrow. "Do explain, uh . . . " 

"Wound, sir" 

"Wound, " he practiced, "Do tell us what the heir has said to cause 
this event." Snotlout dazed a little, as if he wasn't expecting me to 
share my side of the story. 

'This kind of behavior is obviously expected from Berk's heir' I 
thought. I took a breath, and recited what happened. 

"He and four others sat at the table I sat at, after introductions, 
he insulted my name, I commented, and that's the large of it sir." I 
finished . 

"Who were the four?" he asked even though he probably knew the 
answer, the five of them looked as if they went everywhere 
together . 

"Their names were... Tuffnut, Ruffnut, Fishlegs, and Astrid." after 
the names were said, the chief looked around, nodding at them. They 
all stood, and waited. "Does this man speak the truth?" Stoick asked 



the four. 


I paled a little, my freedom is basically in their hands, because if 
they say I lied, it wont matter if I win or lose. I'll be thrown in 
the dungeons, and depending on if this place is cruel. I'll be made 
to fight dragons in this very ring for their entertainment. 

Astrid spoke up, "Yes, sir. He speaks truth." and the others just 
nodded. I let out a breath I didn't notice I was holding. I looked at 
her, and she looked back, 'Kick his ass.' she mouthed. I smirked and 
nodded, putting my gaze back on the chief. 'It seems there is history 
between the two.' I noted. 

Stoick sighed, "No punishment will be given to you Wound should you 
win." I acknowledged him, and looked back at Snotlout, who looked 
like he was betrayed, his mouth was agape slightly, and he was 
staring at his 'friends' and chief. 

"Snotlout, we don't have to fight." I said, not caring if it would 
work or not, and if looks could kill, I'd be dead. The stare I 
received would be bone chilling if I was afraid of him, but... I'm 
not . 

"Yes, we do!" he spat, arming himself. 'I guess I have no choice.' I 
thought drawing my sword and dagger. 

I held my dagger in my left hand with the blade pointed towards my 
little finger, and wielded my sword in the right. I then adopted a 
stance, which Snotlout replied in turn. 

"Get ready to die!" his still red face steamed at me . I need to stay 
focused, so I choose to say nothing. I stood still, dagger in front, 
sword pointed down, and he charged, axe raised. 

Side-stepping his charge was easy, he was slow, and predictable. I 
let him pass without consequence, but I just had to smack his butt 
with the flat of my blade as he passed. I couldn't resist. Needless 
to say that it pissed him off more than he already was, which I 
almost thought impossible. 

He let out a growl as he turned to face me, a roaring fire burning in 
his eyes. He thoughtlessly charges full speed again, which I'm ready 
for. I spin to the left out of his path, and as I stop my spin, I 

slammed the pommel of my sword into his back, resulting in him 

loosing his balance. As he hit the ground, I take a quick look 

around. The only people that weren't smiling and cheering in some way 

was a black haired man who Snotlout resembled interestingly, the 
Meathead crew, and a kid around the age of eleven with nothing 
extraordinary about him. 

'It seems Snotlout had this coming.' I thought, while I was looking 
around at the subtly cheering crowd. I remained distracted a tad 
longer than I should've, which granted Snotlout a chance to land a 
hit, which he took. He sliced my shoulder pretty deep, it was long as 
well, and the smirk on his face was screaming he enjoyed it more than 
he should. I let out a grunt of pain, and stumbled back from the hit, 
blood running out of the wound. I managed to stay upright, a plus for 
me, but now I have a bleeding wound. 'Great, now I have to finish 
this soon, or I'll pass out.' 



"How'd that feel, huh!?" Snotlout shouted at me, looking at me. I 
stay silent, and assume my previous stance. Snotlout put a snarl on 
his face, ran forward and tried to chop off my sword arm. I rolled to 
his right and countered, feeling the adrenaline pumping. I stood from 
the roll, bringing my sword in an upward strike. He tumbled away in 
time for no serious damage to be dealt, but I landed a hit. 

Blood dripped from the tip of my steel, I cut his leg. We both 
regained ourselves, and got back into a stance. He charged forward 
axe raised, again, so I sprinted to meet him. He brought the axe down 
as I crossed my blades, and with a clash, our steel met. He pressed 
down with all his might, while I resisted the best I could. Our 
weapons pressed against each other, we pushed, and when I was sure he 
was pushing with all his might, I brought both his and my blades down 
to my side. I then punch him square in the face with my dagger in 
hand . 

As he stumbles backwards without his axe, I stand and sprint towards 
him, with just my dagger in my left hand. I tackle the man and press 
my left arm into his throat, my dagger digging dangerously into the 
side of his neck. While he struggles under me, I punch him hard 
enough to hear a faint crack. I lean back down to his ear, and 
whisper "Do you yield?" 

He nods slightly so I release him, stand, and turn to retrieve my 
sword, while sheathing my dagger. I can almost hear the confusion 
coming from the crowd. "Why have you spared his life? Duels are 
supposed to be to the death." Stoick asked. 

'Does this man not care what happens to his son and heir?' I thought, 
and decide to say, "Because he doesn't deserve death." This caused 
the chief to ponder. 

"How noble of you." Stoick said choosing to not bring more 
unnecessary death and drama to his village. "Now that we are done 
here, let's treat both of your wounds." to which I nod. Feeling light 
headed and in a lot of pain now that the adrenaline has wore off. I 
look to see my right hand, and notice that it's broken and bleeding. 
'Huh, guess I hit him harder than I thought.' I also see almost the 
entire front of my tunic is covered in red. Everyone starts heading 
back to the village to resume doing whatever was being done before 
Snotlout lashed out. As I start towards the gate of the ring, I get 
dizzy, and black out. 


3 . Recovery 

**AN: Here is the new chapter, as I promised! I am sorry for the 
wait, I got sick a couple days after my wisdom's got removed. I can't 
stress enough about how if you see ANY mistakes, please, PLEASE, tell 
me about them, I cannot stand little mistakes in any story, it breaks 
my flow of reading, so I'd very much would not want that to happen to 
anyone reading this story. Thank you, for letting me rant a little 
there . * * 

**Now, what does everyone think so far? Eeel free to ask questions, 
talk or anything else with me or any others, I'd love to hear your 
thought process when you read parts of this story, believe it or not, 
but it does help me write better if I know what you thought while 
reading, that way if you were unclear on certain parts, I can go 



back, revise, and plan ahead for future chapters and stories. I am 
basically begging for feedback now so I won't take any more of your 
time. ** 

**And I am only doing this one last time, because we all know 
better . * * 

* *Disclaimer : I own only the story and my characters, the story's 
origins and rights lay with its creator.** 

**-ALegWound** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXspan>Chapter 3: Recovery<span> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Why are we here?" I asked my uncle, who dragged me to the kill 
ring from the dungeons. "You'll see soon enough, boy." he said venom 
laced in each word. I notice that the entire village was here, which 
couldn't be good. Choosing to stay silent, I sat there on my knees on 
the outskirts of the ring, waiting. Then I hear it, the muffled 
roaring of a muzzled Night Fury. He was behind one of the closed 
gates, trapped in one of the rooms the ring had. "Toothless!" I say 
worried for my friend's well being, to which he responded by quieting 
down. 'They didn't kill him' I thought, relief showing on my 
face . <p> 

"Shut it, traitor." Spitelout spat. My father then walked to the 
middle of the ring, bringing silence to all the village. He started 
"We all know why we are all here! We're here to end the madness that 
someone has brought to this village!" 

'End? What does he mean? And someone... really?' I monologue 
inwardly. My father has refused to even acknowledge that I'm his son. 
'He disowned me.' I thought. He refused to look in my direction, even 
though everyone else did. 

"Bring the devil out!" he commanded. Four vikings entered the ring, 
and went to the gate that was holding my dragon companion. They 
raised the gate, and brought Toothless out of his cell. He looked 
overall okay, I sighed in relief. We looked at each other, and 
communicated through our bond. 

**' Toothless ! Are you hurt?' **I ask him, worried he might have been 
tortured or anything else that could have happened to him in my 
absence . 

**'No Hiccup, I'm fine, they stayed away for the most part. I guess 
being a Night Fury has it's advantages.'** he says, a little mirth in 
his tone, despite the situation we're in. 

The chief stands in front of my companion, with a sword in his hand. 
He looks over his shoulder and commands Spitelout to move me so I 
could get a better view of what was about to occur. I look on in 
horror as my father starts to raise his blade, with intent to kill. I 
start to panic a little. 


"DAD! NO!" I yell as loud as I could all the while struggling against 



my uncle's hold on me, as if yelling loud enough would prevent what 
was about to take place. I see the blade raised above my father's 
head, poised to strike, intended to rip my best friend away from this 
world, out of my life and I see that Toothless has resigned to his 
fate, accepting his death at the hands of vikings, my own father no 
less . 

**'It's okay Hiccup... I do not blame you.'** Toothless says to me. I 
look at him, tears falling freely down my face. 

"NO!" I scream, crying, still trying to break free from my uncle, and 
another who had come down to help hold me. 

Stoick looks back at me, and sees the pure panic in my face, and how 
much I'm struggling, it looked as if he faltered a bit, but he 
shrugged off whatever was bothering him and said "This is for your 
own good. Hiccup." 

I sit up from my bed yelling and crying, 'Just a nightmare, it was 
just a nightmare' I repeated gasping. It takes a little while to calm 
myself, and after I do, I look out the little barred window to find 
that I have awoke at the peak of night. I look around, seeing the 
same setting I've seen for five years. Four stone walls, a stone 
floor, stone ceiling, bucket, and a bed. Nothing to do but think, and 
boil for five years. No one to talk to but myself, since the guard 
that brings my food refuses to speak to me, or acknowledge I'm 
speaking to him. 

'I'm sorry I failed you Toothless. I tried, but I've always been just 
a hiccup.' I thought, tears streaming down my face again. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I regain consciousness , eyes still closed, but aware of what's 
going on. It ' s as quiet as can be, not a sound to be heard with the 

exception of a slight breeze oddly enough. 'Where am I? I can't be on 

the boat, I don't smell the sea, and there are no sounds of waves or 
any creaking of the boat itself.' Very subtly, I open my eyes, and 
slowly sit up wincing as I did so. I take in my surroundings, there 
is a chair next to the bed I'm occupying, there is sunlight streaming 
into the room, as well as a table off the the side, my clothing and 

equipment in a far off corner washed free of blood I took note, and I 

notice I'm on the upper floor. 'How long was I out?' I give myself a 
once over still sitting, and I have bandages wrapped around my 
shoulder, and my hand was 'fixed' so to speak, 'someone tended to my 
injuries... This place must be where the injured and sick go, am I at 
this village's Shaman? '<p> 

The Meathead Tribe's Shaman was an older man whose name I've 
forgotten, and is someone I avoid as much as possible, with insanity 
build-up in my opinion. He would always say the strangest things to 
me, one instance he said, out of nowhere, that I should eat a raw 
eel, with absolutely no explanation. 'He is a very strange man.' I 
remember . 

I silently slip out of the bed, careful not to disturb my healing 
wound, and mosey my way towards the one window the slightly small 
room has. When I look out through the glass and my gaze passes my 
reflection, I see nothing but a few trees, grass, and a path-way 
following the downwards slope of the land. When I look down however. 



I see a long drop off of a cliff, and the sea at the bottom, along 
with a few menacing looking rocks peeking out of the water. 

I turn around, and almost jump out of my skin. There is a relatively 
small elder woman, with an interestingly shaped staff. "You scared 
me!" I exhaled. All the strange elder woman did, was mutely chuckle. 

She turned, and waved her staff in the direction she now faced, and 

started downstairs. I choose not to put my undershirt on, assuming 
she'd want to check the cut and bandages. I do however, put my dagger 
on my waist, not in fear of this woman, but for my own peace of 
mind . 

After it's in place, I head down to the lower level of the house. A 
foul smell fills my airways and can't help but physically react to 
the stench, by scrunching up my face. It could be described as 
'awful', 'horrific', 'nose-burning', and others, but I won't go on. I 
stop and stand at the bottom of the stairs. 

"What IS that?" I choke out. To which she responded only with a look 

of indifference. 'She must be nose-blind. There is no other 
explanation for how she tolerates this stench' I conclude. I watch as 
the miniature woman scurry's around the ground floor, picking up a 
seemingly random assortment of ingredients, and throwing them into a 
somewhat small cauldron. She then starts stirring what I believe to 
be the source of that disgusting smell. 

While she stirs, I look around and investigate the house. I see a 
small bed, to which I assume is hers. I see many odds and ends, 
trinkets, and other items strewn around the place. One thing I found 
particularly fascinating, was a piece of paper, with what looked like 
a complete breakdown of a dragon's tail fin. Since I was too 
distracted by the paper, I neglected to hear her tap her staff 
against the ground, she then decided to smack my arm with the end of 
it, hard. Which wouldn't have been too bad, except she did not act 
like she looked. It hurt, a lot. 

"Ahhh! Hey!" I said, rubbing where she hit. She just hands me a cup, 
with... something, in it . I then make the mistake of smelling the., 
liquid, -ish, drink. I look at her, and she makes a drinking motion. 

I look back at whatever is in the cup, and shiver already wanting to 
throw chunks. 'Ugh, of course.' I choose to down it in one go, not 
wanting to get hit again by refusing to drink. I spasm a little after 
its down, and she smiles a little when I hand her the cup 
back . 

After the drink, I'm motioned to sit at a chair, so the wounds and 
bandages can be checked. I do so, hoping that if I cooperate. I'll be 
able to get some fresh air quicker. As the bandages come off, I look 
and see that the wound has healed already. She looks surprised, 
curious, I ask, "What's wrong? Have I been out that long?" A deep cut 
like that should not have healed that quickly, I must have been out 
for at least a week, but that doesn't make sense. It was blood loss 
that made me pass out. 

She shakes her head and looks down, I just now notice that the floor 
a layer of dirt on it, 'weird', she writes 'You've only been out one 
night.' in the dirt, 'Huh, I'm glad Thuggery taught me to 
read. ' 


"Only one night? But my shoulder is completely healed, it wouldn't 



make any sense if I was here only one night." I say, to which she 
replied with a shrug of her shoulders. 'This never happened before, I 
mean, sure I've been in fights where I've been hurt before, but I 
never noticed healing so quickly...' I think for a moment, 'Wait, 

I've been struck with an arrow before, right in the hip, but I was in 
mid battle so I pulled it out, and continued fighting, I hadn't given 
it a second thought, because it just didn't hurt after the arrow was 
removed. ' 

"I guess I heal quickly" I say. "Who are you? Are you this village's 
Shaman?" I ask abruptly. She shakes her head, and writes 'Gothi', 

"Oh, I apologize Priestess." She smiles and shakes her head again, 
and writes in the dirt, 'name'. "Ah, your name is Gothi. "The small 
woman nods and writes, 'You are free to leave.' to which I stand, 
thank her for helping me, go upstairs, get dressed and equipped, and 
leave . 

When I step out the door, I take a deep breath in, and release it. I 
see it is past midday, and follow the declining trail to what I 
assume would be Berk. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I see midday has passed, and another day is being spent in this 
gray room. I've grown accustomed to feeling bored, so it doesn't 
really bother me much. But having nothing to do, makes the mind 
wander. Where would I be now if my plan worked? What would this 
village look like if it happened how I planned? There are so many 
'What if 's', it would take a lifetime to name them all, but I have a 
lifetime to waste. <p> 

I sit in the same spot I always do, I eat when food is brought to me, 
I 'go' when I have to, but mostly, I'm in my own mind. The rest of 
the day passes, and I don't move from my spot. It is dark now, and in 
the distance, I hear something. It sounds like a roar. "RAID!" I hear 
one of my old tribe mates yell. 'Hmm, it has only been a couple of 
nights since the last raid.', I can't help but smile, and silently 
root for the dragons coming to Berk. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : So... what do you think? Keep going in this 
direction, veer off just a little? Feel free to discuss it. And Thank 
you . <strong> 

**-ALegWound** 


4 . Debt Repaid 
Chapter 4 : Debt Repaid 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>I make my way towards the village from Gothi ' s home. As I walk, I 
take in Berk's landscape, the woods around these parts are very 
beautiful, 'I could get lost in here both literally and figuratively. 
Better stay on path. ' I think. As I walk, I reflect a little on the 
bit of my past I do remember. <p> 



Waking up on Meathead's Isle, making friends with and being taught to 
fight by Thuggory, all the dragon raids I refused to help in, the 
battle with the Berserkers, Being shunned, Thuggory succeeding his 
father, arriving on Berk, spending less than one hour on Berk and 
getting challenged to a duel to the death, waking up a day later, 
learning I have inhumane healing abilities, and walking in this calm 
forest . 

"I wish I could remember who I was before Thuggory found me." I say 
to myself. "It makes no sense, I remember nothing about my past. I 
have so many questions. Who am I? Why was I alone? Why was I naked? 
What gave me this scar? That's just some of the questions I have. Now 
I'm on Berk, and this place is hiding something, I'm sure of it. Who 
is Hiccup? Why is he so important? What did he do? Yet all of my 
questions remain unanswered." I run a hand through my hair, and 
exhale . 

I decide to not think about it anymore, it is nearing dusk, and being 
in these woods at night is not an adventure I want to experience. I 
focus on walking, so I'll stay out of my head. The light of day is 
almost completely gone by the time I reach the village. 'Who is the 
poor soul that had to carry me up there?' I thought. I stop to 
overlook the village, and stretch a bit before continuing. 

I make my way towards the great hall, because I notice people 
gathering there. I pass along houses and people alike, I'm sure more 
than a few notice me. As I enter the hall, I take a look at the 
'main' table, hoping to see Thuggory. He is sitting next to Stoick, 
talking with one of the Meatheads . As I make my way towards him, 
hoping for a quick word, I start receiving stares. It takes no more 
than fifteen seconds for the hall the become silent, with everyone's 
eyes on me. 

Choosing to ignore the stares as best as I can, I walk towards 
Thuggory. He stands and makes his way towards outside, passing me, 
and motioning for me to follow. By the time we exit I could hear 
people whispering, talking about whatever, I can't possibly care at 
the moment. He turns to look at me, and says, "Are you alright?" 
concern plastered on his face. I stay silent for a moment, and say, 
"Yeah, I'm f ine . " 

"How is your shoulder?" He asks me. 

"Thuggory, I don't know how. But I'm completely healed, even my hand 
is fixed." I say raising my arm so he could see the hand in 
question . 

"By the Gods..." He gasps. His eyes widen when he sees my perfectly 
healed hand. "How?.." 

I chuckle a little and say, "I haven't the slightest clue. But I'm 
happy for it." I pause to let him process that I heal quicker than 
any human ever known. "Let's head back in there, I'm starving." I say 
with a grin. He laughs "You're one of a kind. Wound." and heads into 
the great hall, still awestruck. 

People are talking to each other, not really caring about me anymore, 
though I'm not complaining. I look around and think, 'I need to thank 
those four.' Thuggory tells me he has to sit at the 'main' table 
still and I tell him not to worry about it. He nods, and heads in 



said direction, while I go get a plate. Can't go wrong with yak and 
mead I guess. I scan for the four Berkians that basically saved my 
hide. I see them talking at the same table I met them, but I notice 
Snotlout isn't with them. 'Hmm... where is he?' I think to myself, 
and I make my way to them. As I sit, they quiet down. We sit in 
silence a couple moments, before I say, "Thank you guys." They smile 
a bit, knowing I was referring about them backing me up when I was in 
the ring. 

"It was our pleasure, that arrogant sludge statue had it coming." 
Astrid said. Astrid seemed to look at me with a bit more respect I 
note, and I smile at her use of language. "That was awesome by the 
way, you kept moving before he could hit you though, those parts were 

no fun." Tuffnut said, disappointment in his tone. I laugh a little, 

'He seems to enjoy mayhem. ' I think, and say to cheer him up, "But he 
did get my shoulder." Tuffnut looked relatively happier as he 
recalled the duel, probably remembering the specific maiming parts. I 
knew nobody wanted death, but if I lost, I would have been cut down 
without thought . 

"Where did you learn that form?" Astrid asked, clearly interested in 
my stance. All four of them stayed silent awaiting an answer. I told 
them that I slowly tweaked my stance, after losing each and every 
spar with Thuggery, until I had the stance I have now. I told them 
more about Thuggery, and how I am in debt to him. It went on like 

that for the rest of dinner and well into the night, talking, trading 

stories... and laughing. Everyone was having a good time it looked 
like. I wasn't being ridiculed, or hated for no apparent reason. It 
was... a nice change. But nice things must come to an end at some 
point. I hear someone shout "RAID!". 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I can't help but support the dragons when they raid. I never hope 
for any fatalities, but the vikings on this island deserve whatever 
the dragons hit them with. Being in a cell does not help my thoughts, 
I've wanted to kill everyone on this island at one point, in the time 
I've been stuck in here. But I chose to cast away such heartless 
thoughts, I don't have the right to take life away from anyone, or 
anything. I refuse to be like those who threw me in here.<p> 

I realized I couldn't kill when I found my old companion, tied up and 
trapped in a bola net that I launched from one of my inventions. I 
would always try to invent things to help the village thrive. But 
mostly everything I ever made failed, and it wouldn't have been a big 
deal, but it would always fail spectacularly , causing some form of 
damage . 

I would constantly be ridiculed, and hated, for whatever I did. 
Whether it was a failing invention, having a small stature, or just 
being around someone too long. Anything that involved me really. The 
only skill I have, that hasn't done anything to cause disdainful 
glances, or cause hushed whispers about Hiccup the Useless, was 
smithing. I used to be the Gobber the blacksmith's apprentice, since 
I was little. 

That was about eleven years ago, my father left me with him so he 
could do his chiefly duties without consequence. I never understood 
why he never wanted to be around me then. I know now that it was 
because I resembled my deceased mother, and he couldn't handle it. 



Pitiful is one word I like to use to describe him. Who chooses their 
own selfish needs over their child's basic ones? 


I should not have had to look for companionship in a dragon. I do not 
regret finding him, far from it. I would die willingly if it meant my 
best friend could live without pain, but I can't do that now even if 
it was a possibility. I watched on as my dragon companion was taken 
from this world. I can't forgive these people, but I can't just 
leave. I'm stuck in here till they say otherwise, which will be 
never. I am condemned here forever. 

It hurts, thinking about him. But I do anyway, it's the only 
happiness I have left. The memories I made with him are my most 
cherished, not to mention only, possessions I have. I still remember 
them like it was yesterday. When I think about it, it's funny how it 
all worked out. I was flying, feeling as free as one could feel one 
day. Then locked up in a cell, trapped, the next. 

I chuckle a little, "Funny how the world works." I say to no one. "I 
wish you were here Toothless." I say in a smaller voice, the pain of 
losing my best friend still as fresh as if it happened today. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>When I heard the yelling, I paled. A raid, I never participate in 
raids. I look around to see everyone steel themselves. Thuggery 
included. He looked at me, and we silently agreed on what I should 
do. I've told him I'd never kill a dragon, unless I have no other 
choice. We agreed if a raid should happen, I would head to the boat, 
and wait for the carnage to be over.<p> 

I stood as everybody shuffled out of the hall, "Come on Wound, let's 
see if you can take down a Nightmare." Astrid said in a 
challenge-like voice. 'Great, now I have to talk my way out of 
this . ' 

"Sorry, but I have orders from Thuggory." I said matter-of-fact ly, 
deciding to keep what they were to myself. She seemed a little 
disappointed, but nodded anyway. The four of them ran off towards the 
village, while I ran around it to get to the boat. It is imperative 
that I do not get seen, if someone sees me running from the fight, it 
would be against the treaty that was just signed. 

'If one is in need, the other should help unless it is impossible.' 
it said, or something along those lines. I silently make my way 
though the village by hiding behind houses, and waiting for a clear 
passage. I'm about halfway to the docks when a Deadly Nadder lands 
heavily on the path I intended to take. I quickly make myself as 
invisible as I could. Being burned by fire hotter than the sun is not 
on my to-do list. I hear it sniffing around, and the stomping gets 
too loud for comfort . 

"YAAAHH!" someone yelled. The voice sounds male I note, and it also 
sounds familiar. I stay behind the building, in the shadows, trying 
to be as silent as possible. 'I know I've heard it before.' I 
thought. I chance a peek, and see the Nadder shoot spikes at it's 
challenger, who I realize is Snotlout. He dodges just in time, almost 
getting impaled by a spike the size of his arm. Unfortunately, the 
spikes pass him and head towards me. They thump against the wall of 
the house I'm behind. 



I look again, to see what'll happen next. Snotlout is armed with an 
axe and a shield, which he has raised. He then starts to smack the 
flat of his axe against his shield, generating noise to disorient the 
Nadder. I panic a little, as I see him start to raise his axe, not 
wanting the dragon to be murdered. So I sprint towards him, and 
tackle him into the still disoriented Nadder, which causes a lot of 
noise, and the Nadder to freak out and fly off. 

"Get off me!" Snotlout yells, pushing me off to get up. I stand as 
well, facing Snotlout. "Why'd you stop me?!" He yells just as loud. I 
think for a moment, and decide silence is my ally right now. But What 
I didn't know, was the raid had come to an end, and people started to 
gather towards his yelling. 

"You stopped me from killing that Nadder! Why?!" He yelled a little 
louder, feeling more confident, now that people are watching. 'Great' 
I think to myself. 

"What is going on here?" Stoick asked sternly. 'Just fantastic' I 
thought . 

"I was about to take down a Deadly Nadder, and he tackled me, before 
I could kill it." Snotlout spat. 

"Do you have proof of this accusation?" The chief asked. I felt a 
little better knowing the only witness to what I did was that 
Nadder . 

"Sir, if I may, I saw everything that happened. And there is no doubt 
that Snotlout speaks truth." I felt my heart drop out of my chest. 
Astrid was the one that spoke. And because of her, my life is 
forfeit . 

"What say you. Wound?" Stoick asked. I paled a little, not knowing a 
way out of this. "If what is said is truth, you could have caused the 
death of an ally, which breaks the treaty your Tribe was here to 
sign. And a war will be waged." 

I think for a moment, and enjoy the last few moments of freedom I 
have, but stay silent. "Wait! What if I keep him on the boat? Till we 
leave, he'll stay there." Thuggery bargained. I look at him, and 
smile inwardly. Even when war is threatened. He still cares what 
happens to me. 

"No, he has committed a crime against one of our Tribe. He must be 
punished. Or war will happen." Stoick said. I start thinking hard, 
trying to find a way out, but finding none. I do think of something 
though . 

I get Thuggery's attention and say in a whisper, "I'm going to defect 
from the Meathead Tribe." Thuggery just looks at me, "What did you 
just say?!" he says baffled. 

"I have no way out of this Thug, but preventing war on your tribe is 
something I have to do. You need to banish me Thuggery." I say. He 
doesn't say anything, to shocked to speak. His mouth agape 
slightly . 


"I do not deny the accusations, but as it is, I am no longer a 



Meathead, so you need not threaten war." I state for all to hear. 
Inducing gasps all around. 

"No longer?" asks Stoick. I look towards Thuggory, and give a slight 
nod . 

With visible difficulty, Thuggory says, "As the chief, I hereby-" A 
pause, "-banish. Wound from the Meathead Tribe." and he then looks at 
me, pain clear on his face. I give a small smile and nod in 
reply . 

Everyone is silent, even Snotlout, who is just as shocked as everyone 
else. "You will be locked in the dungeons." Stoick says. I nod, and 
as they put chain cuffs on me, I look at the man that has cared for 
me, who has been my friend since I awoke on Meathead Isle, the man I 
owe my life to. And I say, 

"Debt Repaid." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXstrong>AN : How's it so far? I personally like my plans for this 
story, but I'll take any suggestions. Please tell me if you enjoyed. 
Stay safe everyone . <strong> 

**-ALegWound** 


End 
f lie . 



